/> 


The mo [i lamentM Tra^edh 

yrfff9, Tbcheaclcsofthe maidst 

Samp- I the heads of the maids , Or their ttiaideahcads,tak? 

it in what fence thou wilt. 

X* ncy nauil talce it fcnic jthat feele it* 

Samp. Me they fhall feele while 1 amabletoftand,andtis 
knowne I am a pretty peece of flcQi. 

Greffo, Tis well thou art not filh, if thou hadft, thou hadft 
been po ore lohnidraw thy took here comes of the houfe of 
^JHonntagHes* 

EnPer trvo other ferptingmen^ 

Sam^My naked weapon is out,quarrell,I will back thee 
G’re.riow.turne thy backcandrunuei 
Feare me not. 

Cre, No marrie, Ifeare thee. 

.Samp.Ltl vs take the Law ofour fides,Iet them begin; 
Gre.l will frown as I pafle by,& let them take it as they lit 
Samp,\^a.y as they dare,l wil bite my thumb at thcmjwhkh 
a difgracc to them if they beare it, 

Abra. Doe you bite your thumb at vs firf 
,d’,«wp.I doe bitemy thumb fir, 

Abray Doe you bite your thumb at vs fir.? 

Samp, Is the Law of our fide if 1 fay k 
• Gr^.No, 

Samp. No fir, I doe not bite my thumbe at you fir^butlbite 
*ny thumbe fir, 

(Jw.Doeyou quarrel! fir? 

Abra. Quarrell fir,no fir. 

,S’4,Su t if you do fir, I am for you,! feme as good a ml asyoii, 
Abra.No better. 

Well fir. Enter Bemolie. 

Gre. Say better,herc comes one of my Maillers kinsmen. 
Samp . Y es better fir, 

Abra. 'SouWe. 

Y4w/).Draw if you bemen,^w^m>, remember thy walking 
yotve, Theyfightt 

Benu< Part foolcs,put vp your fwords, you know-not what 
do‘ 


ef^nteo and lulieti 



Enter Ttbaltt 

TiWi VVhat art thou drawme among thefe hartkfle hinds 
turne thee 'Benmlio^Oo)/. vpon thy death. 

’Ben. Idoebutkeepe the p€acc,put vp thy fword, 
or mannage it to part thefe men with me. 

Tth. VVhat dravvne and ralke of pcace^I hate th e W'ord, 
as 1 hate hell, all and thee: 

Haueatthecoward. 

Enter three or fuure Qiti zens with clubs or partyfont, 

Offi. Clubs, Billes and P artifons,ftrikc,beate them downe 
Downe with the Capulets, downe with the Mountagues 
Enter oldC&^ohxin hispowne^mdhis JVtfe. 

Ce.pH. VVhat noyfc is this?giue me my' long fword hoe, . 
mfe. A crowch,a cro wch,w hy call y oe tor a fword? 

Cap. My fw ord J fayjold Momtague is come, 
Andfloiilheshis bladeinfpightotme. 

Enter old Moun tagu e and his wife. 

Mom, Thou villaine bold me not, let mego^ . 

M.tyfe. 2..Thoufhaltnotftironefoote to teeke a foe. ■ 
Enter Prime £skales,M>«/? his traine. 

Prince. Rebellious fubiedts enemies to peace, 

Prophaners of this neighbour-fiained fteele. 

Will tlicy not hearef what hOjVou rncn,youbeafls: • 

That q uench the fire of yoiirpcrnicious rage, 

VVith purplcfouutainesiiTuing from your veinesi 

Gnpaineoftorture from thofebloudy hands. 

Throw your mifteropered weapons to the ground. 

And iicare the fentence ofyour moued Prince. 

1 hreeciuill brawlesbredofanayrie word 
by thee old Qapulet and Messntague, 
iiaue thrice diiiurbdc the quiet of our ftreetSj 
And mtideZSeroitas auncient Citizens, 

Oft by their giaucbcfreming ornaments, 

i o wield old partizans,in hands as old , 

Cancred with peace,to party our cancred hate, . 

If cueryou diiiurbeour frreets agame, .. 

' ‘ . Your- 
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